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CHARIVARIA. 


King Mavyoet of Portugal has been 
ap ypointed a Knight of the Order of the 
E Jephant. This Order, we understand, 
gives young sovereigus the right to free 
rides on elephants i in all the Continental 
Zoos. + * 


E-x-President Castro is apparently tir- 
ing of unpopularity, and is determined 
to make himself beloved and admired. 
He made his entry into Paris in a smart 





salaries which are at present paid to 
* 


The punishment inflicted on the 
Suffragettes who chained themselves to 
statues in St. Stephen’s Hall last week 
savours somewhat of inhumanity. ‘The 
police took no proceedings against them. 

* * 


* 

It is proposed to build a new home 
for the Royal Geographical Society. It 
has been suggested that an appropriate 
structure would be one on the lines of 
the huge “ rabbit warrens " which are 








in the event of her hopes not being 
fulfilled, she would care to adopt him. 
* * 


* 

We understand that since the Budget 
announcement Mr. Lioyp-Grorce has 
been the recipient of innumerable motor- 
cars, presented by his dearest motoring 
enemies. * * 

* 


Judge Wits, of Southwark County 
Court, celebrated his seventy - fourth 
birthday last week. This statement will 
surprise many persons who imagined, 
from his remarks as published from 
time to time in the press, 





brown suit, an embroidered emoking- 
cap, and crimson velvet — 
slippers. » * 
* 
Mr. Roosevett, on reach- 
ing British East Africa, 
rode ninety miles on a 
cow-catcher, but caught 
nothing. Absit omen! 
* * 


* 

The First Lord of the 
Admiralty has informed an 
anxious inquirer that there 
is not a single dry dock 
on our East coast which a 
damaged Dreadnought could 
enter if, from any cause, she 
were drawing more water 
than usual. There were, 
he added, five docks in 
Germany with the requisite 
capacity. In time of war 
our Dreadnoughts, we un- 
derstand, would find a hearty 
welcome in these quarters. 

* 


* 

Twenty-four postal orders 
for £1 have, it is announced, 
been received by the Ac- 
countant-General, marked 
“Vor the Admiralty.” It 
seems almost incredible that, 
after this, the Government 
should still be hesitating 
about those additional 
Dreadnoughts. 

* 
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that His Honour was much 
younger, ** 
* 


Protests continue to be 
made against ships of the 
Royal Navy being manned 
by skeleton crews. De- 
fenders of the system de- 
clare, however, that this 
does not mean impaired efli- 
ciency, and point to the 
example of the fastest vessel 
afloat, namely The Flying 
Dutchman, which has always 
been worked by skeleton 
sailors, except in opera. 


Answer to Suppositions. 

“Mr, Isaacs: Supposing the 
person who wrote the article and 
published it said he had never 
heard of Rufus Isaacs, and said 
that he did not know there was 
any such person in existence—— 

The Lorp COnter Justice; 
Nobody would believe it.” 

The above legal opinion 
is also the right answer to 
the following :— 

Supposing it were stated 
that Mr. Harry Lauper’s most 
popular songs were the joint 








TO SMARTEN IT UP A BIT, 





cory’ aw 
, lhe : 1 . Say8] yo. mouROW, 
The Daily Chronicle, “is to} sup.’ 
be congratulated on res- — 


cuing the very much neglected but ap-'springing up in the City, and where! 


propriate word ‘outgo’ or. the heading 
of a White Paper just issued on the 
subject of ‘National Income and 
Outgo.’"” We are a little surprised 
that aL iberal organ shov!2 diweii on the 
merits of this word in connection with 
the present Guvcrument. 


* 

At the annual meeting of the Bar 
held last week the creation of additional 
judges was declared to be “‘an impera- 
tive necessity.” Moreover, there is, we 
understand, no great financial difficulty 
in the way, for there are any number of 
members of the Junior Bar who would 
be willing to accept the posts at half the 





“1°M AFRAID THE GRASS PLOT HAS GOT A BIT OUT OF 
THIS MOWER WON'T BE MUCH GOOD FOR IT.” 
WE'VE GOT SOME PEOPLE COMING 
JUST PART IT DOWN THE 


work of the Duke of Arcyu. 
and Mr. Anprew Lana ? 
Supposing it were an- 
nounced that Lord Wixter- 
TON is seeking a purchaser 








only practised explorers can find their 


way about. 
* * 


The Massachusetts State Legislature | 


has passed a Bill making it compulsory 
for proprietors of liquor saloons to post 
up photographs of all the men in their 
neighbourhood who are known to be 
excessive drinkers. A false report to 
the effect that the portraits were to be 
coloured caused a sharp rise in the price 
of carmine paint. 


* 

The latest rumour about Asput Hamip 
is to the effect that he wrote to Queen 
Witnetaina of Holland, asking whether, 





for his trouser-press ? 

Renesien it were reported that Mr. 
Roosevett, during an okapi-hunt, had 
dropped his gun and made a bolt for it, 
calling loudly on Kermit for aid? 

Supposing Mr. Carsterron presented 
himself at the door of the National 
Sporting Club and claimed to be ad- 
mitted on the ground that he was the 
amateur light-weight champion of New 
South Wales ? 





“The plaintiff and the defendant were out 
with a pheasant shooting party, in September 
last, and the latter’s gun went off and shot the 
plaintiff.” —The Globe. 

Which shows the danger of going 
pheasant shooting in the close season. 
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BEAUTY IN THE MAKING. 


fAn esteemed contemporary has made the authoritative statemen‘ 
that ‘no woman has completely reached the zenith of her charms until 
she has suffered, nor a man until he has had disappointment.” 
Tie papers said the usual things, 
Mentioned the bride’s unearthly grace, 
Jler angel figure (less the wings), 
Her trousseau trimmed with costly lace ; 
‘Told how the bridesmaids’ heads were tired, 
And what the midget page was wearing, 
And found the gallant much admired 
For manly build and martial bearing. 


Well, I was also there and felt 
That, if I had to tell the tale, 
A plainer couple never knelt 
At the marital altar-rail ; 
She might he good and he be brave, 
But nothing surely could be sorrier 
Than the design which Nature gave 
To both their faces—bride and warrior. 


So they were wed, this “ happy pair; ” 
But searce the honied moon bad waned 
When discord, darkening all the air, 
Got their relations rudely strained ; 
Another month —and (oh, how sad !) 
They parted, miserable creatures, 
Each sore because the other had 
A simply rotten set of features. 


On rolled the earth, till both were fain 
To fix the breach and have recourse 
To where they turn one flesh to twain 
By Separation (or Divorce) ; 
And I, the loyal fellow who 
Assistcd at the earlier function, 
Turned up to see the business through, 
And watch their secular disjunction, 


A feather might have knocked me flat ! 
What mystic power had wrought the spell ? 
A fairer couple never sat 
Among the wigs within the well! 
Then I recalled how beauty’s glow 
Will thus occur as though by magic 
When men have had a horrid blow 
And women sampled something tragic. 


A most affecting scene ensued. 
The sight of such amazing charms 
Moved them to drop their bitter feud 
And fall inside each other’s arms. 
Tough Counsel melted who had seen 
Whole stacks of married pairs unmated, 
And through the lids of Bancrave Deane 
The stealthy tear-drop percolated. 


0. 8. 








Budget Note. 


The rebate of £10 per child on small earned incomes 
works out at 7s. 6d. per annum—the price of a dog-licence. 
Consequently the little boy who, on being asked whether he 
would like a baby sister, said he would rather have a fox- 
terrier, will now be able to have both. 





The description under a photograph, in The Daily Mirror, 
of the First Sea Lord rans :—‘ Admiral Sir John Fisher 
(near the cart).” Not, as Mr. Maxse would like, “ Admiral 
Sir John Fisher (in the eart).” 








CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 
Or, Lirrte Arruvr’s Roap to KNowLence. 
(Little Arthur, aged 12; Papa, aged 48.) 

Litile Arthur. Papa, may I talk to you about Sunday ? 

Papa. Sunday? Of course you may. But I’m afraid we 
can’t alter our arrangements. 

LL. A. What arrangements, Papa ? 

Papa. Well, you know, Mr. Blinkenstein and I are to play 
a round of golf in the morning at Wexley Heath, and you’re 
to carry my clubs for me; and then we’re coming home to 
lunch—your mother’s asked some friends to it—and if it’s a 
fine day we ’re to go out in the motor in the afternoon ; and 
then there ‘ll be tea, and then dinner; and then most of 
them will be getting back to London by train. It’s all 
pretty well settled. I don’t see how we can alter the 
arrangements. 

L. A. No, Papa, I don’t mean that. I don’t want to talk 
about this next Sunday particularly. I want to know if 
you ’re sure it’s quite right for us to go on in the way we’re 
going on Sundays. 

Papa. O-ho! Somebody's been putting Sabbatarian 
notions into your head. You'll be telling me next I mustn't 
whistle on Sunday. 

L. A. Oh no, Papa, I shouldn’t think of that. I’m sure 
if you would really like to whistle on Sunday I should like to 
listen to you. But, Papa! 

Papa. Yes, what is it? Cut it short now. 

IL. A. Yes, Papa, 1’ll try. What does ‘ Sabbatarian” 
mean ? 

Papa. Well, ah—um—it’s not very easy to explain. 

L. A. But, Papa, you used the word just now, you know. 
You said somebody had been putting Sabbatarian notions 
into my head, didn’t you ? 

Papa. Oh, well, when people have exaggerated notions 
about Sunday and think one oughtn’t to do anything at all 
on a Sunday, why, we call them Sabbatarians. 

L. A, Then Mr. Harding the vicar and John the butler 
are Sabbatarians. I’ve heard Mr. Harding preach about it. 
He said the modern fashionable crazes for playing golf and 
rushing about the country in motor-cars on Sundays were 
destroying the good old observance of the day of rest; and 
John said last Monday he was so run off his legs with one 
thing and another every Sunday he didn’t have half a minute 
to himself, and he knew it was killing him. 

Papa. You mustn't listen to what John says. 
had no business to talk to you like that. 

I. A. No, Papa, perhaps not. And he said a lot more 
about being a negro slave, and getting ordered about like 
cattle, and oughtn’t he to have a bit of his Sunday to him- 
self, like other people? I’m afraid he’s a Sabbatarian, 
Papa. 

Papa. Well, well, we won't talk about Jobn. 

L. A. No, Papa. And if you don’t like Sabbatarians, 
Papa, |’m sure I don’t want to be one. 

Papa. That’s right, my boy. 

L. A. But then, I suppose you think we ought all to work 
on Sundays, and do anything we like and make other people 
work. 

Papa. I never said that. 

L. A. But, Papa, Sabbatarians are the people who say we 
mustn’t do these things, and so if you dislike Sabbatarians 
you must want to do the things the Sabbatarians don’t want. 

Papa. Now don’t you catch me up like that, my boy. It’s 
not respectful. Besides, I never thought anything of the sort. 

LL. A. Didn’t you, Papa? But you said it, you know. 
Oughtn’t we to work on Sundays, then, Papa ? 

Papa. No, you know we're told not to. But I don’t call 
golf work. It’s mere play. 


Besides, he 
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Mrs. Bullyon-Boundermere (delighted to find herself chatting with a Countess). “ Hats AREN'T PRETTY JUST NOW, ARE THEY? AND REALLY 
I THINK AMOURETTE’S ARE THE UGLIEST OF ALL. I WAS THERE TO-DAY AND POSITIVELY COULDN'T GIVE AN ORDER. [ACH HAT THEY SHOWED ME 


WAS MORE FRIGHTFUL THAN THE LAST.”’ 


The Countess. “So SORRY WE COULDN'T PLEASE YOU. AMOURETTE’S IS A LITTLE VENTURE OF MINE, YOU KNOW.” 








L. A. But carrying clubs isn’t play for me, Papa. Ought 
I to carry clubs ? 

Papa. Well, you’re going to, anyhow. 

lL. A. Yes, Papa, I suppose lam; but I’m afraid it Il be 
very wrong of me. And then there’s John, and the cook 
and the other servants. And, oh, Papa, there’s the railway 
and the chauffeur, and all the rest of them. And you know 
you’re not going to church, Papa. 

Papa. What do you mean, you young 

L. A. I’m sorry, Papa, if I’ve hurt your feelings. I 
didn’t mean to. But Mr. Harding said that if people only 
had the grace to attend divine service it might be 
different—— 

Papa. Well, your mother’s going, and Mabel. 

IL. A. Yes, Papa, that’s just what Mr. Harding said. He 
said men thought their duty was done when they had allowed 
the women of the family to go to church; but he said they 
were quite wrong about that. They ought to go themselves. 

Papa. Now, look here. I want to tell you once for all, it’s 
no use your trying to fling quotations from Mr. Harding at 
my head just to bully me—yes, bully me. I’m quite com- 
petent to decide these matters for myself. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I’m sure you are. And if you don’t like 
what Mr. Harding says in his sermons—— 

Papa. Don’t put words into my mouth. 

L. A. No, Papa; but you said I was flinging quotations 
from Mr. Harding at your head just to bully you, and nobody 
likes things that bully, so you can’t like what Mr. Harding 
says in his sermons. And if you don’t like the sermons I 
quite understand why you don’t want me to go to church. 











Papa. Who said I didn’t want you to go to church? 

L. A. Well, Papa, you’re going to take me to carry your 
clubs on Sunday morning, so I. shan’t get to church, And 
there’s John—he can’t get to church; and the women 
servants. But anyhow, it’s jolly to think we’re not Sab- 
batarians, Papa. That would be awful, wouldn’t it? 

Papa. You’d better tcddle off and attend to your postage- 
stamp album. 

L. A. Oh, there’s plenty of time for that. 

Papa. No time like the present. Off you go. 

L. A. I could do it on Sunday, Papa. 

Papa. No, you'll do it now. I’ve told you fifty times I 
won’t have you sticking in stamps on Sundays. 








A Pleasant Emendation. 

“Mr. Jack Pease, the Chief Ministerial Whip, recommended the Bill 
in one of his rare appearances as an orator, for his voice is as seldom 
heard in the land as that of the tortoise.”"—Manchester Courier. 

Only those who have heard the tortoise singing to its mate 
in the gloaming, or barking angrily at the sight of a side- 
comb, will appreciate the pathos of this. 





“The outside of her garments were of lawn, 
The lining purple silk . . . her wide sleeves green.” 
Marlowe's “ Hero and Leander.” 
Hero must have been one of the earliest members of the 
Woman’s Social and Political Union. 


Diffidence, 
“ Piano, make nice sideboard.” —The Feathered World. 
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AT THE PLAY. 


“Cotonen Surrn.” 


series of plays which threatened to become 
‘a permanent feature of the St. James’s. 


| Mason for having broken up the Thief|about the seat that Mr. Mason is to vacate ? 


Would it not be a sporting proposi- 
tion if the retiring Member revived a 


Ty the intervals of those cricket matches | And it was delightful at last to see Miss | “ Coventry-play ” for the retiring actor ? 


at which Mr. Mason and myself have | Irene Vaysruen in a character which she | 
from time to time assisted (in the French | could play with a light heart and no} 


sense) I cannot remember that the sub- 
ject of Dramatic lrony was ever under | 
Our captain, Mr. J. M.! 
Barrie, would, I am sure, have dis-| 
couraged the topic as tending to divert 
our intelligence from the main purpose. | 
But Mr. Mason should know, without 
need of reminder, that the sport of 
Sornocies makes this demand in common 
with the more difficult game of 
cricket—that, if- you play it at all, | 
you must keep the rules. Now 
when Celia Faraday takes the 
audience and one of her sisters into | 
her confidence and gives them to 
understand that Colonel Smith is, to 
the best of her knowledge, a mere 
figment of the imagination, the 
author should have remembered 
that the other actors, not being in 
the secret, were bound to receive 
the report of that gallant officer’s 
death with a due decorum and 
sense of affliction. ‘Instead of 
which,” they treated the announce- 
ment with a dreadful and even re- 
volting frivolity. The result of this 
behaviour was to change the whole 
character of the play. What had 
promised to be a phantastic comedy 
was reduced to the level of farce. 
Criticism modified its focus, and we 
felt that we had heen cheated all 
this while of the irresponsible and 
knockabout merriment to which we 
had a justclaim. Spasmodic humour, 
however attractive, could not content 
if it was to be farce, we must 
have the kind of fun that rollicks 
breathlessly; and Mr. Mason did 
not give us nearly enough to go 
round. 

The scheme of the play was suffi- 
ciently fresh. This idea of a neg- 
lected girl trying to give herself 
value by pretending to be engaged 
to an imaginary soldier in Somali-'— 
land (who happened to exist in the flesh) | 
might have made excellent stuff for a 
much shorter play. But Mr. Mason 
has beaten out his bar of gold too thin. 
Those excellent young actors, Mr. Ernest 
‘Tnesicer and Mr. Reaiwacp Owen, who 
were introduced in order to mark the 
enhaneed value of Celia Faraday stock, 
were themselves a very poor drug in 
the market; Mr. WitiiaAm Farren had 
very little chance, except with the 
obituary notice; and there was also a 
superfluous sister in the shape of Miss 
Lypia Birsrooke, though I should have 
been sorry to miss her pretty face and 
hair. 


discussion. 
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Ce 
Colonel Smith 


James Raleigh 


‘fear of being lectured portentously for 
her deceit. In the letter scene she was 
fascinating ; and always her facial play 
and gestures were extraordinarily clever 
and illuminating. 

Mr. Avexanper will probably differ 
from me when I venture to think that 
he was more in his true element than 
‘he has been in any new play for several 
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Miss Farapay's Fottowers. 


lia Faraday 


(In the background, left to right.) 


bert Tarver. 


dmirval Grice 


years. ‘Towards the end he had too 
much talking to do, but his military 
moustache (a great accession to his 
charms) carried everything off, and 
went extremely well with the crease of 
his trousers. 

The look of the stalls on the fourth 
night made me fear for the success of 
the play; and it may be that the 
announcement of Colonel Smith’s de- 
cease will be in the papers before the 
summer comes. I sincerely hope that 
the report will once again be false, for 
the play has many engaging qualities. 

One hears, by the way, a rumour that 
Mr. ALEXANDER proposes to stand for 





Still, our best gratitude is due to Mr. 


Parliament. If this is a true libel, what 


. Miss Treve Vanxeprven, 
. Mr. Grorce ALEXANDER. 


Me. Everyy Beersoum, 
. Me. Ervestr THesicer., 
. Mr. Wituiam Farren, 


O.8. 





DIARY OF THE NEAR EAST. 

[Being a brief résumé of impressions received 
from the various Own and Special Corre- 
| spondents of a well-informed Press.] 

April 12.—Balkan question practically 
settled as far as Turkey is concerned. 
The admirable dignity and restraint 
exhibited by the Committee of Union and 





—— , Progress, who were established by 


\the revolution of last July, is the 
‘theme of general admiration. In 
| the course of Turkey’s regeneration 
| practically no blood has been shed, 
| nor will be. 

| April 13.—Mutiny of reactionary 
| troops, softas, hodjas, codjas, ete., 
| with considerable bloo’shed. Com- 
|mittee of Union and Progress dis- 
|credited. Cabinet dismissed. 

April 14.—Apput. Hanon gives his 
blessing to the mutineersand forms 
inew Cabinet. His position firmer 
jthan ever. Where is your Young 
Turkey Party now ? 

April 15.—Your Young Turkey 
arty in Salonika mutinies against 
mutineers. 

April 16.—Young Turkey Party 
marches on Constantinople. It will 
take three weeks to get there. Apnpun 
confident. 

April 17.—Advance guard of 
Young Turkey Party at the gates 
of Constantinople. Perfect order 
| prevails inside the city. 

April 18.—Main body of Young 
Turkey Party, using a German map, 
arrives at Sweet Waters of Europe. 
Relieves thirst. 

April 19.—Young Turkey Party 
draws a cordon round Constanti- 
nople. 

April 20.—Reactionaries prepared 
to submit. AnpuL prepared for any- 
thing. 

April 21.—Complete understand- 
ing between besieged and_ besicgers. 
War Minister sends out rations, in- 
cluding Turkish Delight, to the army 
outside. Fleet, whose loyalty to Con- 
stitution is doubted, to sail under Sir 
Dovarss GaAmpLe for exercise in the 
Aegean. 

April 22.—Fleet sails without Sir 
Dovucias GAMBLE in no particular diree- 
tion. National Assembly decrees de- 
position of “Aspu. tues Damnep” by 
large majority. Aspvut’s yacht takes in 
ammunition. There will be no blood- 
shed. Only the leaders of the reac- 
tionary party will receive condign punish- 
ment. 

Later.—Fleet, whose loyalty to Con- 
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‘Ou! Lapy Jane, you UST TAKE SOME TICKETS FoR A Cuarity Dasce 1'M HELPING TO GET Ur——” 
* AND wHaT's IT FoR?” 


‘On! ER—THE—ER—INDIGENT SOMETHING OR OTHER—AND THE DUCHESS IS BRINGING A PARTY, AND WE'VE GOT THE Pink AvsaTiAN Bano!” 
ONE'S ALWAYS READY TO HELP A REALLY GOOD CAUSE.” 








stitution is now admitted, remains where 
it was. 

April 23.—AnpuL THE Biessep to be 
retained on the throne with impaired 
powers. There will be no bloodshed. 
Moslem Turks have never been known 
to shoot at one another. 

Five minutes later.—Bloody bombard- 
ment of reactionary barracks. AbpuL 
escapes to German guardship. 

April 24.—Barracks surrender. AbpuL 
a prisoner in Yildiz Kiosk. Memained 
very cool and collected under fire, but 
will be executed at sunrise. 

April 25.—Yildiz empty, except for 
Anput and a few firemen, who will put 
him out if necessary. ABPUL very nervous, 
and keeps on wearing the Green Mantle 
of the Prophet. 

Later.—Six thousand of Asput’s body- 
guard discovered in hiding in Yildiz 
Kiosk. 
captured and roped together. They will 
be flung into the Bosphorus at sunrise. 

April 26.—Apart from the execution 
of 10,000 reactionaries there will be no 
further. bloodshed. 


They escape and are at once 





April 27.—An end of the Caliphate. 
A military Dictator to be appointed. 
Aspvt to be executed at sunrise. 

Later.—AbsvuL to be deposed, but will 
be suffered to retain his head. Resnap 
Errenpi enthroned as Sultan with salute 
of 101 guns. Perfect order continues 
to reign in Constantinople and environs. 
Every body thoroughly pleased with every- 
body else. 

Later.—New Sutrtan tells an English 
correspondent how particularly fond he 
is of England. New Suttan tells a 
German correspondent how particularly 
fond he is of Germany. 

Still later.—Anput to be deported to 
neighbouring continent of Asia. 

Later still—Asput will not change 
continents, but retire to adjacent palace. 
His harem has preceded him thither. 

Later than ever.—-AspuL will leave at 
1 a.m. this morning by motor and special 
train for Salonika, accompanied by 
eleven ladies of the harem. Mr. Wittiam 
Watson addresses an encouraging letter 
to the new Grand Vizier. 

April 28.—Only eight ladies of the 





harem accompanied Asput. The other 
three were unavoidably delayed. Asput’s 
last words were as follows :— 
“T want 8, 
And I won't wait.” 

April 29.—Ex-Sutran will be allowed 
to live out his days in peace at Salonika. 

April 30.—-Ex-Suttan to be tried for 
his life at sunrise. 





“To-morrow will be the birthday anniversary 
of Cartwright, inventor, born April 24, 1743. 

“To-day is the birthday anniversary of 
Edmund Cartwright, inventor, born Rpril 24, 
1743.” 
Two consecutive paragraphs in The 
Newcastle Daily Chronicle, showing with 
what celerity the northern papers correct 
even their smallest misprints. 


“The health of ‘The King’ was submitted 
by the Speaker, who occupied the chair, and 
was cordially drunk.” —Warrington Guardian. 
You are implored not to overlook the 
comma after “ chair,” 
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TOBACCO AND OTHER DUTIES. 


| TheChaneellor of the Vachequer havina | 


introduced his Budget in a brilliant 
speech, the usual discussion followed. | 


“Wet,” said Henry, “ what do you 
think of it? $6 
“Rotten,” I said. ‘“ I mean ripping 


[ added hastily. “What I really mean,’ 

I went on, as I gathered courage, “is 
that it is the bankruptey of Free "Trade ; 
it mortgages our resources 


destroys all confidence in the future ; it 
er—it——- I say, why are things 

always mortgaged up to the hilt? 1 

mean, it’s such a silly expression.” 

“You’ve been reading The Daily 
Mail.” 

* T have,” 
do tell me. 
class?” 

“The middle-class is the class below 
yourself and the person you happen to 
be talking to at the time.” 

“That’s you and me. Well, Henry, 
my lad, the class below us seems to be 
rather a jolly one. Let’s go down a 
step, shall we?” 

“The Mail says the middle-class is 
being plundered. You don’t want to be 
plundered, do you? Look here, it talks 
about the ‘ middle-class Issachar.’ ” 

‘Oh, I say, who was Issachar ? Much 
of a chap ?” 

‘Keep to the point,” said Henry. 

“Well, the point is this, that the 
middle-class apparently has £5,000 
year and several motors. I’m all for 
being one of them. You can plunder 
me as much as you like, if you give me 
the stuff first. Henry, my middle-class 
friend, how’s petrol?” 

Henry read his paper 
moment. 

“Have you a pencil?” he asked at 
last. ‘“ If so, we might work it out.” 

“Work out what?” 

“Why, if it’s a good Budget or a bad 
one, of course.” 

** How on earth—— 

“Tt is the duty,” said Henry solemnly, 
“of every high-minded Englishman to 
decide for himself if the Budget affects 
him personally. If it does, it is a bad 
one, and, as a true patriot, he must 
oppose it.” 

“T never thought of that. 
you’re right.” 

“Of course I’m right. Here’s the 
editor of I'he Petroleum Review. He——-” 

‘A nice chatty paper,” I interrupted. 
“TI know the man who does their 
acrostics.” 

“Well, the editor of The 
Review says——” 

“Of course, the chess page is not 
what it used to be.” 

“The editor of The Petroleum Review,” 


I confessed. “I say, Henry, 
Am I one of the middle- 


in silence for a 


” 


I suppose 


Petroleum 


up to the 
hilt; it plunders the middle class; it| 


continued Henry, unmoved, “is all 
against the tax on petrol. He thinks it 
bad for the country. And Mr. Guuck- 
STEIN is very much shocked at the 
increased duty on tobacco. Actually 
shocked. Not on his own account, mind 
you, but because it may hurt his country. 
And the brewers-——” 

“No, no,” I begged. ‘“ Not them 
‘lagain. One knows their devotion. Be- 
sides, I quite see your point.” 

‘Very well then. Where’s the pen- 
cil?” 

[I produced it. We sat down in front 
of a sheet of paper and began. 
| ‘Tnereased tax on motors,” I read out. 

“Nothing doing there,” said Henry, 
“as we don’t belong to the middle class. 
Go on.” 

“'Tax on petrol.” 


»” 








“* Pass. 

“Wait a bit,’ I said. ‘Don’t they 
clean panama hats with petrol? Oram 
I thinking of something else ?”’ 

“You must be thinking of something 
else.” 

“T’m not sosure. Put down ‘ Petrol, 
doubtful” It might mean another penny 
a year to us.” 

** Next.” 

“'Twopence on incomes over £3,000, 
and another sixpence over £5,000.” 

Henry turned to me expectantly. 

“Well?” he said, poising the pencil. 


“If they paid me properly,” I be- 
gan, “I might—— As it is, no. Pass 
£3,000.” 


“ Next.” 

“Abatement of £10 per child under 
sixteen,” I read. ‘‘ Er—sixteen scems a 
good many.” 

Henry smiled and looked out of the 
window. 

“ However,” I said, ‘ we needn’t—— 
Well, then we come to estate duties. I 
have an aunt who—— It’s 15 per cent. 
on a million, isn’t it? . . . She lives at 
Lewisham, though. And I believe she 
has a son of her own. In any case she ’s 
one of these healthy nut people. Be- 
sides, I 

* Aunt doubtful,” wrote Henry. 

“Thank you. Stamp duties come 
next. Have you any bearer securities or 
option notes? None atall? What’sin 
that old cupboard ? Oh, allright. Then 
how about licence duties ?” 

‘I’m drinking ginger,ale just now,” 
said Henry. 

“1T’m drinking cough mixture chiefly. 
I gather that there ’s noalcohol in either. 
Pass licence duties. Next we have 
unearned increment of land.” 

‘I have,” said Henry thoughtfully, 
“‘a small share in a cricket ground. At 
least I haven’t paid my subscription this 
year yet, but—— ” 

“Tf the subscription was raised you 
could resign,” I pointed out. 

“True. In fact I think I shall any- 
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how. ‘Thanks for reminding me ; 
rotten ground. ‘Then that settles the 
land-tax. Anything left?” 

I choked back a sob as I put down 
my paper r and turned to him. 

‘Henry, my dear old friend,” I said, 
“there is indeed something left. We 
are now, in the words of the late Sultan, 
right up against it. What do you say 
to eight pence a pound on tobacco?” 

Henry told me. 

“Quite so,” I agreed. “ And nothing 
less. ‘The Government has forfeited 
our confidence. Your Panama hat and 
my aunt, we might have forgiven them 
that. But this—this is too much. To 
think that we, you and I, should have 
to pay, actually to pay for old-age 
pensions and Dreadnoughts and things. 
‘That the country should do so is all right, 
but that you and I—— Henry, it is 
too much. Pass me a cigarette that has 
not paid the extra eightpence, and let 
us be silent for a while. . . . 

When I had finished my cigarette | 
got up to go. 

“Well, I must be off,” I said. 
a lot of work to do. So long.” 

“Good-bye,” said Henry. “By the 
way, what do you think of the Budget?” 

“The Budget?” I cried furiously. 
‘A spiteful and vindictive Budget, Sir! 
A venomous Budget! The disgraceful 
and mischievous product of a third-class 
intellect! He has sold the country, 
Sir! Budget, indeed!” And I strode 
from the room. A. A. M. 


Mee 


“T’ve 





“She had an elfin grace of movement and a 
look of strange wonder which would be worthy 
of even better things than the Arcadians. She 
should be the Ariel in the next big perform ane 
of ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream.’” --- The 
Morning Post. 


We shall look forward to this. With a 
suitable Caliban and Desdemona it might 
be a very big performance indeed. 


M. A. P. on Mr. Rozerr Hicnens :— 

“ At last, however, he determined to give up 
music for literature, and what has been the 
gain of the one has been the misfortune of the 
other.” 

A pleasant thought, but it might have 
been expressed more clearly. 





“ As soon as they realised that there was an 
outbreak of fire a lot of children raced off to 
the alarm, but when they reached it—an excited 
crowd—they could not reach it.”—Derry 
Standard. 


As has been pointed out lately, the 
English language badly wants some new 
words. 





“A Great Novelty, a sport from Carter's 
Holborn Glory, raised by m:, the Largest Sweet 
William in the World.”—-Amateur Gardening. 


William’s 





modesty is remarkable. 
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ROYAL ACADEMY. FIRST DEPRESSIONS. 
— . ms 
! 
re 
206. Asquith (stroke) and the deep-sea Suffragettes,. 
Henrsert J. Draper. 
~ 
YR 
ae 
179. “The Monarch of the Glen” by 
Moonlight. Joun §. Sarcenr, R.A. 
y \/ 
hi a ; 
\ oS: | 
2 , ety 261. “ Le’sh all go’n burn th’ City R (hic)-ecords!” 
: a Epoar Buypy. 
282. Katisha; or, Very Old Japan. 
' VENANZzIO ZOLLA. 
J 
\ ? i i 
1,837. Mr. Pélissier of “The Follies” takes 
, horse exercise. (The artist calls it “ Bertrand 
16. “ Who said ‘ Free Food’?” Duguesclin,” but that, of course, is cnly his fun.) 
A. 8. Corr, A.R.A. EMMANUEL FREMIET 








© 





337. FRI. after Stoking the 
Indonitable ! 
(Painted for the Marines by 
Hvou pe T. GLazeprooK.) 





147. Mr. Asquith. “’Pon my word, 
I think I look better in the Comic 
Press !!” 
Sotowon J. Sotomoy, R.A. 





236. The Sky-Pilot and his “ Punch.” 
G, CLARK-KENNEDY. 
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AND SODA, JUST EAT AN APPLE, EAT AN APPLE.” 





Doctor. “ NoW THERE IS A VERY SIMPLE REMEDY FOR THIS —ER--THIS —ER—RZCURRING THIRST. 


Patient. “ Bur—eER—FANCY EATING FIFTY OR SIXTY APPLES A DAY!” 
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WuENEVER YOU FEEL YOU WANT A WHISKY 








WILLIAM'S WAIL. 


} 
officer.”— Daily Mirror.} 
Proup, proud was the day when they sought me 
And said, “ Be our constable, do!” 
And proud was the day when they brought me 
This beautiful tunic of blue. 
‘ At last,” cried my soul, “I’ve arrived at my goal, 
For here is a great opportunity 
Of carving my name on the tablets of Fame 
And serving my native community.” 


From my earliest days I would dream of 
Great deeds to be done on my beat ; 
I longed to be reckoned the cream of 
My country’s heroic élite. 
I thought, “‘ How sublime to do battle with crime!” 
I longed to suppress inebriety ; 
I saw myself stand for the law of the land— 
The pillar and prop of society. 


My fancy, with nimblest of touches, 
Would paint me in glorious deeds, 





(“ Mr, Wittram WA eg, the retiring parish constable of Fenny Drayton, 
| in Leicestershire, has declined the offer of re-appointment, on the 
| ground that the persistent honesty, sobriety and good conduct of the 
people gave no opportunity or encouragement to a conscientious police 





Now saving some beautiful duchess 
By stopping her run-away steeds ; 

Anon I would catch some burglarious batch— 
Alone I would handcuff a score of ’em, 

And the medals would shine on this bosom of mine 
Until there was room for no more of ‘em. 


Thus fired, I was all eager-hearted 
To enter my gallant career, 

And high was my hope when I started 
Patrolling the village down here. 

I hunted behind every hedge I could find, 
Expectantly bent on discovering 

Some thief to be caught, but I never found aught 
Save harmless young couples out lovering. 


With Fenny Draytonian morals 
So very insipid, I saw 

No chances of winning my laurels 
As Cerberus, guard of the law. 

If folk have a craze for such virtuous ways 
And scarce even dare to ejaculate 

So much as a “ D,” what prospect for me 
Mid people so mild and immaculate ? 





Earning an Almost Bare Living. 
“ Fitter requires situation in night shift.”—The Motor. 














rs 








eo RR OES 














i a en en: 














PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—May 5, 1909. 




















~~ 


/; Ms — 
ed. 


ae 





it 











1) 





ee 








—_—_— 

















Ga 


Wid 


A FIRST DUTY. 


Evrora (to the new Sultan). “ AS YOU’RE A YOUNG TURK, SIR, I COUNT ON YOU TO MAKE 


A CLEAN SWEEP OF THE OLD METHODS.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE DiAry or Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, April 26. 
—Interesting debate on Second Reading 
of Bill designed to augment salary of 
Present oF Boarp or Trape from £2,000 
to £5,000 a year, The scheme, when 
carried to full extent, will make similar 
increase in emolument of PResiDENT OF 
Loca Government Boarp. Labour Mem- 
bers to a man dead against it. Their 
remaining point of agreement with their 
right hon. friend Jonn Burns is found ia 
his declaration th.t no man 
is worth more than £500 a 
year. Truc, it was made 
at atime when Joun did not 
think he would live to draw 
£2,000. But, though cireum- 
stances change, truth stands. 

Only the other day the 
Labour Members declared 
their uncompromising aver- 
sion from other people draw- 
ing salaries by proposing to 
dcek Victor Grayson’s. ‘That 
a mere trifle compared witha 
proposition which, according 
to admission of Premier, will 
involve an added annual draft 
on the Treasury exceeding 
£10,500. Mr. Jowerr (no fam- 
ily connection with Balliol), 
went to the root—or, more 
precisely to the keel—of the 
matter. 

“Barnacles,” he said, 
“have been allowed to grow 
on the Board of ‘Trade, and 
they should be looked into.” 

Winston moved uneasily 
on his seat. The duties of 
Presipenr OF THE Boarpd or 
Trape have steadily grown 
with expansion of industry. 
Within his time has been 
added the onerous but bene- 
ficent task of acting as me- | 
diator in wage conflicts be- 
tween masters and men. If 
to these engagements is to be 
added that of looking into barnacles 
growing on the Board of Trade, he must 
reconsider his position. 

Bytes or Braprorp (First Baron, er. —) 
offered a practical suggestion that in- 
stantly commanded attention. 

“The real question,” he said, ‘is 
how much is the Ministerial Bench 
worth, taking it all round? That de- 
cided, Jet us vote a lump sum and leave 
division of the pooled salaries to right 
hon. gentlemen themselves.” 

Premier shook his head. Sufficient 
for the day are the disagreements among 
his flock. To have this bone of conten- 
tion superadded was more than he could 
contemplate with equanimity. Still it 


> 





is a business proposition so illuminating 
that something may be heard of it in 
Committee. 

Winston takes characteristically digni- 
fied view of situation. If the House likes 
to be generous with public money, it is 
not for him to thwart benevolent in- 
tention. Personally he will not profit 
by it. Increased salary of Presipent oF 
Boarp or ‘Trape must date from the term 
of his successor in the office. Remem- 
bering his Virgil, he murmurs :— 

‘Sic vos non vobis mellificatis apes ; 
Sie vos non vobis nidificatis aves.” 
Opposition, not to be outdone in 








Tue Wickeo Uscter. 


“ Sydney Buxton fell on his knees and promised a full enquiry.” 


generosity, protest. Batcarres, who 
dearly loves a Liberal Minister, gives 
notice that in Committee he will move 
an amendment making the increased 
salary forthwith payable. F. E. Sara 
takes the same line. Incidentally drops 
remark that may have autobiographical 
interest. 

“There is,” he said, “ many a junior 
at the Bar who earns more salary than 
the Priwe Mivister.” 

Business done.—Second Reading of 
Board of ‘Trade (Salary) Bill carried by 
152 votes against 76. : 

Tuesday.—Joynson-Hicks, the “ We” 
of Parliamentary debate, continues to 





develop. This afternoon he flung across 








arid waste of Committee on Post Office 
“stimates the garland ofan idyll. Every- 
body knows how David Copperfield’s 
acquaintance, Mr. Dick, found it im- 
possible to abstain from dragging into 
his Memorial reference to the head of 
Cuartes I. Joynson-Hicks, going one 
better, dragged Mr. Dick himself on to 
floor of House of Commons. 

It was the old, old story, told 
with such artless simpl city that when 
Joynson sat down amid a murmur of 
cheers he sympathetically mopped the 
eyes of Hicks. As for the audience, 
there was scarcely a dry eye among them. 
Mr. Dick, it seems, is a Post 
Office official “‘who cast an 
eye on a young lady in the. 
Telegraph Department.” “It 
was,” Joynson-Hicks hastened 
to add, “a perfectly moral 
and justifiable eye, which 
ripened into an attachment.” 
Not the eye, you know, but 
circumstances generally. The 
lady’s name was, as the Cate- 
chism hath it, M. or N. as the 
case may be. With permis- 
sion of the CaarrMan or Com- 
MITTEES, Joynson-Hicks agreed 
to call her ‘‘ Miss M.” 

All went well for a time, 
till Miss M.’s father got wind 
of what was going on in the 
Telegraph Department. Re- 
cognising in the Posrmaster- 
GENERAL a family man, capable 
of sympathy with a perturbed 
father, he wrote to him com- 
plaining of Mr. Dicx’s pro- 
cedure. His confidence was 
amply justified. Setting aside 
problems arising out of wire- 
less telegraphy, deferring 
establishment of penny post- 
age with Franc?, Sypney 
Buxton threw himself into the 
affair with remarkable display 
of energy and concentration 
of purpose. He not only wrote 
stating that he “ viewed with 
displeasure ” Mr. Dick’s action 
in regard to Miss M., but 
straightway transferred the swain to 
Manchester “at his own expense.” 
There he would have remained, with 
Miss M. crying her pretty eyes out 
at Glasgow, only for Joynson-Hicks. 
This worthy couple, remembering that 
they too were once young, resolved to 
come to the rescue. Hence this touch- 
ing story interposed in dry discussion 
of the Vote for £12,337,930 for the 
salaries and expenses of the Post 
Office, including telegraphs and tele- 
phones. 

Emotion excited in the Committee 
swept away everything before it. SypNey 
Buxton, temporarily cast for part of 


? 





the Wicked Uncle, fell on his knees, 
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promised full inquiry into the matter 
and immediate reinstatement of Mr. 
Dick, if it were shown that he had 
suffered injustice. With this assurance, 
promising to wind up the romance with 
the familiar line, ‘Mr. Dick and Miss M. 
were married and lived happily ever 
afterwards,” the Committee cried content, 
and what threatened to prove a serious 
Ministerial crisis passed over. 

Business done. — Post Office Vote 
agreed to. 

Thursday. — “ The Ton. Member 
seems to be in an argumentative mood.” 

Thus mused the Sprraker, regarding 
Joun T. Mipp.emore with fresh 
interest. It was the state cf 
the Navy that wrought upon 
the mind of the Member for 
North Birmingham. ‘The 
geographical position of his 
constituency forced upon him 
the necessity of hurrying on 
with the building of de- 
stroyers. He cannot sleep o’ 
nights till he learns “how 
many dry docks capable of 
docking Dreadnoughts we 
shall have in the North Sea,” 
say, by the vear 1916. 

“The matter is very ur- 
gent,” he said. ‘“ When the 
house is on fire : 

What would thereupon hap- 
pen was left untold. ‘There 
is a strict rule dominating 
Question Time which forbids 
the interpolation of speeches. 
Of this the Sreaker reminded 
Joun T., and he, under com- 
pulsion, left the house burn- 
ing. Up again when Apmirat 
McKenna attempted to sheer 
off from question of dry docks 
in North Sea. 

* But, Sir ” he insisted, 
jumping to his feet with more 
than sexagenarian alacrity. 
Had he been left alone for a 
quarter of an hour the Ap- 
mina would (in a Parlia- 
mentary sense, of course) have 
been wrapped up in his old tarpaulin 
jacket and swung below. 

Here the Speaker interposed with im- 
putation about an argumentative mood. 
It wasasecond warning. A third might 
have awful consequences. 








Chancellor of the Exchequer. “ Nice car. 
Owner (with pardonable pride). “ About 30.” 
Chaneellor of the Exchequer. “ Oh, then I want Eight (guineas), and 
I won't wait.” 


| four hours and a-half long with interval 
lof half-an-hour for refreshment. Ap- 
proaching close of third hour Cuancettor 
showed signs of collapse. Still an hour 
and a-half to run-before he reached 
Athens with the full tale of Marathon— 
victory over unparalleled deficit in time 
lof peace. Would he hold out ? 
| plainly perturbed; Prince Artuur re- 
| garded him across the table with pained 
anxiety. At length the Leaner or Oppost- 
|vion interposed, and, backing up the 


| ’ . “1. | 
Premier's entreaty, hitherto unavailing, | 


persuaded the fagged and fainting Minis- 
ter to take bvief rest. 











| ANOTHER VICTIM OF PROGRESS. 


PREMIER | 


How many horse-power?” Jook after us ? 


been having a pretty rotten time, I can 
tell you, ever since those oil-carts came 
lin. It’s got steadily worse and worse. 
| We used to be looked after once; fed 
regularly, groomed regularly ; not over- 
worked. But now! Now no one cares 
a straw about us. The drivers have 
taken to drink, and the cleaners have 
lost hope, and the owners can’t afford 
fodder. We stand about in the cold all 
day, starving, and at night there's no 
‘one to treat us like friends.”’ 

I expressed a sympathy which I really 
felt. 

“T don’t wonder,” he went on, “ that 
people take the taxis now; 
but I used to wonder once. 
Look at the difference! There 
was a noisy, nasty little rat- 
tling box, with a driver who 
was always having tea, seldom 
had change, and never said 
“Thank you” ; while here was 
a smart, comfortable cab, a 
smart horse with pretty mu- 
sical bells, and a cheery driver 
with a joke in his mouth. 
How any one in his senses 
could prefer an oil-cart to that 
I can’t see; but now, of 
course, it’s different. The 
horses aren’t smart any more, 
and the cabmenaren’t cheery. 
But it’s letting the horses 
get poor that’s done the mis- 
chief, because what me and 
my mates believe is that the 
people would soon have tired 
of the new toy and come hack 
to us; but now they can't 
—we're too wretched.” 

I was forced to agree. 

“It’s very kind of Lord 
Rosesery and Mr. Roruscuitp to 
do what they have, to say no- 
thing of The Daily Mail,” he 
continued; “ but what I want 
to know is, who’s going to 
Who’s going 
to put flesh on us again, and 
a glossy shine, and make it a 
pride once again to lift up 
‘our hoofs? Who’s going to do that? 
|\Cabby, indeed! Cabby has a chance. 


“Wet,” I said, “what do you think He can buck up if he wants to, but 


| of it all?” 
He was the fifth horse on the rank, 
So J. T.sub-| and had spilt all his dinner in the} 


lwe can’t. What we want is a month or 
' two at grass and a little affection.” 
“We must get Lord Rosenery to think 











sided, and to the many mysteries the} roadway through over-desire to get at| of that too,” I said; “or Mr. Roruscmp.” 





dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear is| the bottom of his nose-bag. His driver 


added one that conceals the number of | being beyond call in a neighbouring | 


dry docks we shall have in the North! public-house, he was not in the best of 
Sea seven years hence. humour. 

Business done.—Lioyp-Georce intro-} “I’m glad you asked me,” he said. 
duces and expounds Budget. A story | ‘‘ You're the first todo so. It’s cabby, 
of unrelieved nelincholy. Deficit not! cabby, cabby, that the people are slopping 
of thirteen millions, as anticipated, but! over ; not a word of cabby's best friend!” 
exceeding sixteen millions, with revenue} ‘“‘That’s how it strikes you?” I re- 
dropping, expenditure increasing, and| marked. 

Prodigious speech;! ‘How else?” he replied. 


Trade depressed. “We've 


“They won't,” said the horse, gloomily. 
“Tt’s always cabby. Why, look at the 
pheasants Mr. Rorascmip gives them 
‘every Christmas. Did he ever give the 
horses anything? Never. Not even a 
‘lump of sugar! No, this is a bad 
world for horses. But what me and 
my mates are always hoping is that 
there’s'a better somewhere else on the 
lother side of the knacker’s yard.” 

“T hope so too, I’m sure,” I said. 


| 
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Tax. 


) VA aging, 
MT) 
{ 


“ Wat’s THE MATTER wiv you?” 

Hansom,. “THERE AIN'T NOTHING THE MATTER WIy 313.” 
Taxi. “THEN WHY DID YOU GIVE ME SUCH A NASTY L90x?” 
Ilansom. “I pipy’r GIVE IT YER; YOU ’AD IT TO START WIy.” 














| 
| THE LATEST MARTYR. 

| An Articte witnout A Worp or Truti 
| IN IT. 

! 

| Havina heard disquieting rumours of 
Lirrte Ticn’s health, and being anxious 
to see for myself how that mirth-maker 
of genius, the maximum of fun in the 
minimum of space, or, as another scholar 


of merriment,” really was, I ventured 
to intrude upon his privacy and make 
inquiries at the fountain head. 

It did not take long to reach the 
comedian’s minute bijou residence in 
Lilliput Lane, Little Britain, where he 


the door a feeble voice bade me come in, 
and I found myself in the presence of 
the great little droll. But, oh, how 
wasted! what a change! Where was 
now that bright and saucy eye? It 
was dimmed and melancholy. Those 
amazing legs that have so oft set the 
Tivoli in a roar—could these staid and 
woe-begone limbs be they ? 

“Then, my dear sir,” I gasped, “‘ it’s 
trae; you are ill.” 

“T am,” he said, in a voice from which 





has described him, “the multum-in-parvo | 


lall the old irresponsibility and gaiety 
|had passed away; “I am.” 

| “And may L ask,” I inquired, “ what 
is your trouble?” 
| “You may,” he said. “I will put 
I am gradually perishing 


\it briefly. 
of thirst.” 
“Thirst,” I cried —‘“‘ thirst—in the 





heart of London, in the midst of public- 
houses !”’ | 

“ Ah, there,” he interrupted— there 
iyou have it. Public-houses! Do you! 
iknow, I have not had a drink since the| 
passing of the new Children’s Bill. 
They won't serve me, they 're so terrified | 
of the fine —forty shillings the first time | 
and five pounds the next. If I could 





| they ’re all on the watch. 


| No sooner does 


the shadow of my head appear in the door | 
than they order me to quit. ‘Outside 
they cry. ‘Barman, put that 
boy out.’ Their vigilance is something 
‘terrible. Why, once I got an old pal to 
‘take me in—we’d been there scores of 
times in the kind old days; but it was 
no good. ‘No children allowed here,’ 
the landlord barked at us, and my friend 
had to leave me outside—with the babies. 


| 
‘there !’ 


| 
| 





No wonder I’m blighted.” 


“But, my dear sir,” I said, “ why not | 
send for your beverages and consume 
them here?” 

**No fun in it,” said he, ‘‘no friend- 
ship, no conviviality. That’s what I 
miss. It’s not so much tbe liquor as 
the jolly company. All gone, all gone!” 

I sympathised with him. 

“Yes,” he continued,” and it’s loss of 
money too. I used to pick up hints for 
my songs in those bars. All gone now.” 

** You will, at any rate, let me join you 
in a bottle here,” I said; “I will be 
as jovial as I can and do my best to 
recall the past.” 

“You're very kind,” he replied ; “I'll 
try too. But you mustn't mind if I 


has for neighbours Sir Georce Suat-' only get inside I should have a chance,| don’t quite rise to it”; and so saying 
. lig . 
wan and Mr. Snorrer. On knocking at} for they would know me; but I can't ;! he produced a bottle and, with the tears 


bedewing that once most facetious of 

visages, poured out two glasses. Having 

done so he buried his head in his 

hands and sobbed, and I slipped _noise- 

lessly away, leaving bim alone with his 
rief. 

But think of it! What a Government 
we have! Here is a well of humour and 
innocent delight dried up by insane 
legislation! First the Navy is starved 
and then Littie Tick is reduced toa cruel 
state of drought. How long, how long? 
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WORDS IN THE DOCK. 


‘Tur long-expected trial of a number of suspect words 
began yesterday in Bolt Court, in _ house once inhabited 
by Dr. Jouxsoy, before Mr. Justice J. A. H. Murray. The 
court was crowded ; among those present whom we notic ced 
being the compilers of a number of dictionaries, editors, j jour- 
nalists, and advertising agents. On the back benches sat 
several words who greatly showed their daring by venturing 
into the precinets at all, among them being “ Oxo,” ‘* Post- 
Toasties,” ‘‘ Obsession,” and ‘* Booklet.” 

* Presents’’ first stepped into the dock, closely guarded 
by two strapping worders. 

A number of English theatrical managers having testified 
to the undesirability of this neologism, Mr. Cirartes FronMan 
entered the witness-box, and proceeded to give “ Presents” 
a good character. He had, he said, employed the word all 
over the globe, but especially in Americ a and England, and 
had found it willing and honest. ‘Mr. Cuartes Froman 
presents ” had indeed become a phrase familiar in the mouth 
as household words. Other managers, he believed, “ offered” 
plays ; Mr. Reciatp Dance, again, “submitted” them ; but 
fo x himself he “ presented ” them, and should continue to do. 

Cross-e — ah Mr. Frouwan said it was true that a charge 
for admittance to his plays was made. 

“ Then, strictly speaking, you do not ‘ present ’ anything ; 
you charge for it?” 

“Certainly ; 1am a business man.” 

“Ts it, then, truthful to say you ‘ present’ ?” 

“Why, certainly. You have heard of people being pre- 
sented at Court, 1 suppose. Well, you would not say that 
they were given to the Kiya! (Applause and laughter.) 

The Judge said he was not convinced that .“ presents” 
was guilty; but he hoped that nobody else would adopt the 
word. (Mr. Froumayx: “ Hear, hear !”’) 


“Century” was then called, and entered the dock. 

“The charge against this person,” said the Public Prose- 
eutor, “is that he is an impostor and fraud, In the winter 
he is little heard of, but directly the summer. begins -he 
bursts forth and takes the bread from the mouth of poor 
‘Hundred,’ a very honest fellow, at every turn.” 

Mr. C. B. Fry, called for the defence, said that “ Century ” 
was a great friend of his. Mr. 'Taomas Haywarp agreed. 

Dr: W. G. Grace, for the prosecution, said th: it he hated 
the word. “Hundred” was the word he was accustomed to, 
and “ Century” he looked upon as an interloper and thief. 

Major. Pair Trevor said that he adored ‘ Century,” and 
should always stand by him. Similarly, he adored “ Rabbit.” 
(Sensation.) P 

After listening to other testimony, the Judge sentenced 
“Century” to a year’s rest, amid applause. 


“ Scientist” took his place. 

A memorial from the Royal Society was read by the Public 
Prosecutor, calling attention to the baleful activities of this 
person, who was, it is said, an American adventurer with a 
bad record in his own country. 

The Judge: ‘Can one have a bad record in America?” 
(Laughter.) 

Evidence was also given to the prisoner's disadvantage by 
a deputation from the Athenzeum Club. 

In his defence a long speech was made by Dr. Satreny, 
who said that without the valuable and expert assistance of 
‘Seientist”” there would be no means whatever of rapidly 
describing a certain type of savant who had taken all learning 
for his province. 

The publisher of The Harmsworth Encyclopedia concurred. 

A letter having been read from Sir Otiver Lopar, the 
Judge passed sentence of three years’ imprisonment in 
Carmelite Street. 





A NEGLECTED CENTENARIST. 
(Daxiet Lawpert, prep 1809 ; scr, 40; weicnt, 739 as.) 


“ Oruers abide our question ; thou art free” 
Alike from flattery and party spite ; 
Darwin was but a dwarf compared with thee, 
({LADSTONE a transient, embarrassed sprite ; 
Moore of Corunna, TENNYSON, and Firz 
Evanish like the wraith of last week’s Classy Bits. 


Columns have been upreared to Lixcoiy’s fame— 
Columns that flaunt the leaded platitude ; 
Thine is to-day an unremembered name, 
Although amazed contemporaries viewed 
Thee as the greatest marvel of the Age, 
Out-topping statesman, soldier, mountebank, and sage. 


i 


Others have won renown by word and deed, 
Wielding a sword or the more puissant pen ; 

For some their fellow-mortals toil and bleed, 
Founding their empire on the bones of men ; 

Thy fame owed naught to brain or mailéd fist ; 

Thou, simple in thy greatness, hadst but to exist. 


Thou wert a man that, take thee all in all, 
Could tip the scale at fully 50 stone ; 
No relative, when honoured by a call, ! 
Omitted to remark, ‘ Lawks, how you’ve grown!” 
When thou hadst need to cross the busy Strand 
‘The traffic stopped without the Law’s uplifted hand. 


Thine was at least an 84-inch waist ; 
A yard-tape burst if it were carried round 
Thy-.calf ; the cheapest tailor who encased 
Thy Greatness sent a bill for twenty pound ; 
And for thy.funcral in eighteen-nine 
‘They had to fell five acres of primeval pine. 


Nail, Laweerr! though a century has sped 
Since thy earth-shaking tread convulsed the town, 
Such men as thou are never really dead ; 
- Immortal is Obesity’s renown ; - 
Fame is no plant that age or canker knows, 
Rooted in the incomparable Adipose. 








“Shall I strike at it with my partisan?”—J/umiet. 


We wonder whether the Duke of Ruttanp, when he sent 
£10 to “ Cabby’s” Fund and pleaded that the Death Duties 
(this was before the new Budget came out) ‘prevented: his 
sending more, had any suspicion that he was to be charged 
with importing a party spirit into a matter of common 
charity. - Yet this is how The Westminster Gazette comments 
upon the Duke’s letter: ‘‘ We thought that the hard lot of 
the cabman was independent of politics, but to a Duke no 
task is too hard, and his Grace of Rutland has contrived 
to show how the fate of the London cabman can be made 
part and parcel of a campaign against Liberalism.” The 
italies are our own contribution to The Westminster's amaz- 
ing illustration of its own partisanship. It is well that 
Sir Witttam Haroourt’s memory as the inventor of the Death 
Duties should be kept green, and The Westminster Gazette is, 
of course, of the right nuance for this purpose, but we had 
always thought that succeeding Chancellors on the ‘Tory side 
had paid him the practical flattery of imitation. Would 
The Westminster accuse every one who grumbles at the 


Income-tax of joining in a campaign against the principles 


of the Tory party to which the Chancellor who invented it 
belonged ? 


| 
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| UNSETTLED CONVICTIONS. 
| (“Argument is always pure waste of time. 
Every man’s mind is made up on every ques- 
| tion.’—Mr. B. Maguire at Liverpool.] 
Ir I were only certain 
That two and one make three, 
Once more would youthful vigour 
Fulfil my ageing figure ; 
No half-transparent curtain 
Would hide the Truth from me, 
If I were only certain 
That two and one make three. 


If I were only clear to 
Which party I belong, 
If I were con amore 
A Liberal or Tory, 
Then should I never fear to 
Say who is right, or wrong, 
If I were only clear to 
Which party I belong. 


If I were quite decided 

That black is never white, 
And did not. wonder whether 
They sometimes mix together, 
Why then, whate’er betided, 

L’d see my course aright, 
If I were quite decided 

That black is never white. 


If I were only twenty 
Instead of forty-three, 
T should not fear suggestions 
Of second sides to questions ; 
Festina (sans the lente) 
My motto then would be, 
If I were only twenty 
Instead of forty-three. 








BEASTS AND THEIR BUYERS. 
IncIDENTS oF THE Bostock SALr. 


Tue accounts of the sale recently held 
at Glasgow, when the “ Scottish Zoo” 
of Councillor Bostock was put up 
to auction, have been unaccountably 
meagre, the only interesting fact di- 
vulged being the purchase by Mr. 
Brayspy Wituiams of a talking raven 
with a view to lending additional realism 
to his representation of Barnaby Rudge. 
As a matter of fact, the progress of the 
sale positively teemed with incidents in 
which the personal note was loudly, nay 
sensationally, prominent. 

One of the most remarkable lots put 
up was a magnificent camel — wittily 
called a Camelot by the auctioneer— 
which, afterspirited bidding, was knocked 
down for 350 guineas to Mr. Humpary 
Warp, who proposes to ride his new 
acquisition in the Row on Mondays, 
Wednesdays and Fridays during the 
season. On Tuesdays, Thursdays and 
Saturdays the ship of the desert will 
remain at its moorings in a sumptuous 
Hippodromedarium erected after a de- 
sign supplied by Mr. R. B. Cunnixcuame 
GRranam. 





LL ce 
“-- S/T IAA 
re a 
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(‘hhen 
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Gvanin&= Kine 


IN GEOGRAPHY ?” 


CUT ys yy 
7)" : " . 
’ yy if 0 
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Teacher. “I WONDER WHAT YOUR MOTHER WOULD SAY IF SIE KNEW HOW BACKWARD YOU ARE 


Girl, “On, MY MOTHER SAYS SHE NEVER LEARNT JOGFELY AND SHE’S MARRIED, AND AunxT SALLy 
SAYS SHE NEVER LEARNT JOGFRY AND SHE ’S MARRIED; AND YOU DID AND YOU AIN'T.” 








and standing some 45 hands high, 
realised 400 guineas, the fortunate pur- 
chaser being Mr. Atcernon Brackwoop, 
the author of Jimbo. As the elephant 
in question is a grandchild of the late 
lamented Jumbo, the felicity of his 
purchase will leap to the eye of persons 
of the meanest intelligence. 

A brace of superb lions were knocked 
down at 250 guineas to Messrs. SatMon 
and Guucksteisx. Here again the 
bidding was very keen, but although the 
eminent Nicotinian experts were opposed 
by numerous competitors, including 
Mr. Prerront Morcan, Mr. Gerorce 
ALEXANDER and Dr. Heper Harr, they 
ultimately secured the lot amid roars 
of applause from their purchase. 

Mr. Hersert Trencu, the eminent poet 
impresario, was also a large purchaser, 
and secured for his new repertory 
theatre. several valuable performers, 
including a spacious hippopotamus (125 








a . * an | . ° A 
A massive elephant, weighing 35 tons guineas), four gorillas, a laughing 


jackass which is to be trained to lead 
the claque, and a splendid talking 


cormorant, a delicate homage to his | 


late chief at the Education Office. 





From the Royal Institution’s Annual | 


Report :— 


“Permission was given to Dr. H—— to 


carry out aresearch on ‘Isomeric Forms of } 


Dibenzoylacetylmethane. Dr. H—— wrote 
to say he was unable to avail himself of the 
permission kindly granted him.” 

Coward ! 


“Chauffeur - mechanic seeks 


(Surrey preferred). Good driver. 
perience.’ —The Times. 


engagement 
Bench ex- 


The Kingston Bench for a million. 





Retaliation. 
From a bookseller’s catalogue :— 


“Morley, John. The Life of, by Richard 
Cobden.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Tue great drawback for me to the pleasure of opening a 
book with the name of Mr. Jor. Caanpter Harris upon its 
cover is that I am always so sadly disappointed to find within 
no mention of Brer Rabbit and his immortal company of 
victims. Not that, this apart, The Bishop and the Bogie Man 
(Murray) is by any means destitute of charm; on the con- 
trary, the simple story of Adelaide and her childhood in the 
house of Uncle Jonas is admirably told, with the same kindly, 
old-fashioned humour that has made its author beloved in 
two continents. I liked Adelaide at once, and Mr. Sanders, 
especially after he pretended so nicely to see Cally-lou, 
Adelaide's invisible playfellow. 
likewise endeared himself by his — 
obliging tact in falling down dead 
the very first time Adelaide shot at 

















him with a corn-stalk and said] | N\A 

“Bang!”’’ You perceive that Ade- ) 

laide had quite a good time of it \T Ny \ Pa, 
at Uncle Jonas’s; afterwards she ol B/S 
grew up into a rather conven- / we SS 
tional heroine, and was less in-| | /_ 

teresting. But of all the charac-| |” 

ters an easy favourite for me was| |_o_ [/fe 

old Aunt Lucindy, simply because,| =z 

in recounting some adventure, she 








described herself as having “lit 
out fom dar.” Which is precisely 
what the great protagonist of the 
Remus tales was wont to do when 
circumstances became too strong 
for him. If only Mr. Harris would | 
“quit” writing stories that other | 
people could do equally well, so} 
that bimeby ole Brer Rabbit might | 
again come lipperty-lopperty out 
of his enchanted woods, that would 
be an event worth any quantity of 
bishops ! 





Love and Battles (MeLrosr), by 
I". Sipawick, is one of those nice 
friendly books whose characters 
seem to make a personal appeal to 
the reader. Unfortunately there 
are so many characters, connected 
by so ramiferous a family tree (and,| ['yg wissen mt” 
it may be added, such a variety of _— -—_—_—— 
family jokes), that the impatient reader might begin to despair 
of establishing relations with them. However, this esoteric 
company of youths and maidens is such a very jolly one that 
no difficulties of initiation should be allowed to stand in the 
way of a more intimate acquaintance. I particularly like 
Bumble. When he falls into a furze-bush he says, “ Ber-lud, 
lago, blood! Bah, sweetheart, ’tis but a scratch; fear not 
for—eee-ha! O hell!” which is exactly what one ought to 
say. The hero, Tony Bargrave, is perhaps the least realised 
of the many young men in the book. He is a shadowy 
sentimentalist who imagines himself to be in love with every 
girl he meets; and it is only in the last part of the work 
that we can visualise him properly. Mr. Sipawick, in fact, 
would have written a more interesting book if he had begun 
and ended it a hundred pages later. 


MR. 








The barmaid-hero'ne of Margery Pigeon (Arvotp) knew 
nothing about her parents, and I wish to compliment Miss 
Jane Warpie on allowing her to stand—if I may say so— 


upon her own legs, and not discovering that she was of 
aristocratic origin. Margery, who did not suffer from any 
excess of modesty, proposed, in the first chapter, to a 
peculiarly offensive bounder. He declined very frankly ; 
and having given him up asa bad job Margery’s next step 
was to answer an advertisement and then to leave “ The 
Feathers.” Froma barmaid she now became “niece” to Lady 
Pomphrey, and her name of Pigeon was altered to Daw — 
which was, after all, more or less in the family. Lady 
Pomphrey, though her bark was worse than her bite, had 
succeeded in quearrelling with her son, and was clearly 
anxious to quarrel with the rest of her relations. ‘To become 
suddenly the niece of such a high-spirited lady was no 
sinecure, for apart from other inconveniences the position 
entailed a lot of determined lying, and as a liar Margery 





Randall, the black boy, 





PUNCH’S INVASION STORY. 


(Foreign Artillery Oficer, 
Dirigible with the idea of destroying London). “Tut! tut! 


}GELo Neumann (Constance), 


Nevertheless, as she and her suc- 
-cessor at “The Feathers” married 
relations of Lady Pomphrey, this 
cleverly written story may be said 
to provide a small boom for bar- 


never got thoroughly set. 





: é 1 | maids. 


a L rancy Mrs. Dawson Scorr 
Was troubled with a sort of 
& doubt, 
“YA | [In writing Treasure Trove, of 
by what 


She really meant to write about ; 
Was it to prove ill-gotten gains 
Bring no good luck and fly 
apace? 
Or was it that ancestral strains 
Keep reappearing in the race ? 


She writes of both, and though 
the one 
Provides the name, the finer part 
Expounds the other, and it’s done 
With not a little skill and art. 
Which being so, it’s understood 
My point implies nosort of blame; 
The story (Heinemann) is good, 
And, after all, what 's ina name ? 





Books about WAGyer are already 
to be numbered by battalions. 
But a new and interesting point 
of view is revealed in Personal 
‘Recollections of Wagner, by Ay- 
in which that veteran impresario 
‘records in a lively narrative the services rendered by him- 
‘self and his companions in spreading the cult of Waaner 
\both in and out of Germany. Neumann, who began as an 
opera singer, combined considerable business aptitude with 
a great deal of genuine enthusiasm—indeed, when it came to 
bargain-driving, we feel that he was distinctly inferior to 
Wacner. The story of their temporary estrangement and 
reconciliation throws a somewhat painful light on the 
colossal egotism of the “ Bayreuth Colossus,” as musical 
critics delight to call him. Miss Eprrna Livermore has done 
her work as translator in competent fashion, and the book is 
enriched with some good illustrations, notably a fine portrait 
of Hepwic Reicuer-KinperMany, whose early death, when 
at the height of her fame, was due, like that of Maumran, 
to her own reckless and self-sacrificing spirit. The progress 
of Wacyer reminds one not a little of that of the Car of 
Juggernauth. His devotees prostrated themselves before 
him, and were occasionally crushed by his genius. 


after dropping shell from 


























